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Gagged and Bound 


"Clothes off, Hawkins." 


The bedroom may not have been the largest they'd ever stayed in but it was by far one of the oldest. With 
white walls and a large, comfortable bed, the coaching inn near Milton Keynes had, in the words of the website, 
"bags of character". It was definitely luxury at its finest with lilies in a vase on the windowsill and Dave's 
favourite whiskey set out on the side. The tiny sash window overlooked a wooded area. Somewhere out there 
was a small lake. Not that they'd had a chance to explore. It was a shame that the beautifully made bed 
wasn't going to stay that way for long. 


This was the night Dave had been waiting for for eleven long weeks. It was the night when he finally felt fit 
enough to actually do something other than sleep, hobble, and drag his ass along the floor. On top of that, the 
painkillers that had killed everything including his libido, were slowly being weaned out of his system. Throw in a 
couple of adrenaline filled shows and he was ready to rock the bed. Quite literally. 


The room's soft light only added to Taylor's confused, yet innocent, expression. Wide eyes stared at him and 


Taylor's brow furrowed a little. Dave smirked. 


"Clothes. OFF." 
"But." 


Pushing the crutches forward, Dave hopped over to Taylor. The air in the room was thick with tension, the 


electricity crackling between them. 


"Come on, Hawkins. You know you want this as badly as | do. It's been three long and lonely months. And don't 
think | don't know that you've been doing the five knuckle shuffle over these past weeks. Lucky," he purred. "At 
least you could do that. Not that you've been grateful for it" 


Taylor's eyes became a little wider and nervousness seemed to ripple from him. "What?" 
"Oh, come on, Hawkins. You've been a litte bitch to live with since June. All you've done is brood or sulk” 
The drummer pouted. "I haven't." 


"You have. Now don't make me strip you." Grinning, Dave sat on the edge of the bed. "I want to sit here and 
watch you strip. Those awful leggings need to be back where they belong. On the floor." 


His cock strained against his jeans and Dave knew that whatever happened next would be over in a matter of 
moments. The weeks of waiting were giving him a rush like no other, making him feel light-headed and, in a 
way, a little nasty towards the man before him. Taylor, like everyone, had been depressed over what had 
happened. But the relationship he had with Dave had made that depression even deeper. Suddenly his best 
friend and lover couldn't do the things he normally did. The constant trips to doctors and specialists only added 
to the distance that had come between them. Suddenly all the attention was on Dave and, somewhere along the 


way, they'd fallen off track. 


He watched as Taylor slowly eased the sweaty shirt over his head. It was cast to one side and landed on a 
nearby chair. Dave grinned and wrapped a hand around the bulge in his jeans. The leggings were inched down, 
showing off Taylor's erection Flicking his tongue over his lips, Dave let his eyes rake over Taylor, devouring 
him as though he was a piece of meat. At that moment, he was. He was there for Dave to use before tucking 


him into bed and giving him a sweet, little kiss. But first.. 

Getting to his feet, Dave gave Taylor another once over before hobbling towards his suitcase. 

"On the bed," he ordered without looking at the naked man. 

The boot was still impeding Dave's moved but he refused to take it off. It was comfortable and warm, the 
snugness making him feel safe in the wake of his fall. And he was damned if he was going to take it off to 


bone Taylor. 


Reaching into his suitcase, Dave pulled out a few lengths of soft rope and a ball gag. He turned and stood at 


the end of the bed, pleased to find Taylor spread-eagled and playing with himself. 
"Put your hands above your head," he said sternly. 


Taylor quietly did as he was asked, his easy submissiveness going straight to Dave's groin Sitting on the edge 
of the bed, he quickly lashed the drummer's wrists to the headboard. 


"Pull your legs up.” 


Again, Taylor responded without question. Normally there was banter between them, sweet teasing and dirty 
talk. Instead, the air remained thick with desire and unspoken needs. Dave needed Taylor to do this for him. 
Taylor needed to let go and allow Dave the space and time to heal from the wounds, both physical and 
emotional. They'd both pushed one another aside. Both had criticised the other for decisions that had been 
made since that fateful night in June. Neither of them had spoken about how it had affected them on a deeper 


level. 


Moving down the bed, Dave wrapped the rope around Taylor's right thigh before tying it to the same ankle. He 
did the same with the other leg, spreading Taylor good and wide. Gently he eased the red rubber ball into 
Taylor's mouth, lifting the blonde man's head only to buckle the straps behind him. 


Dave slid from the bed, wincing as he landed on the booted foot. He took a moment to admire the drummer, 
taking in the wide, shellshocked eyes and taunt, bound body. The ball gag looked good between his lips, ensuring 
that, for a few moments anyway, Taylor would remain quiet. Unbuckling his belt, Dave pushed his jeans down 
until they sat just below his ass. His cock popped free and, swiping up a bottle of lube, he approached the bed. 


Taylor grunted and pulled against the ropes as Dave quickly prepared. There was no time for niceties. Besides, 
that wasn't the intention of the evening. The aim was to get off as quickly as possible, an appeasement for 
Taylor's sullen mood over the past few months. Taylor owed him, no matter how many times the slight man 


apologised. 


He knelt over Taylor and looked down at the other man's beautifully confused expression. Dave knew he could 
drown in those eyes. Knew he could untie Taylor and take it nice and slow. But his libido, and his dick, demanded 
other things. It had been three long and lonely months. Twelve weeks of nothing but thinking about sticking his 
dick in something while Taylor sulked on the other side of the bed. Eighty four days of not being able to get an 
erection. While he cared for the man he lay over, the main issue on Dave's mind was all about making himself 


feel good. 


A deep groan left Dave's lips as he slowly pushed himself into Taylor. The warm tightness made his head swim 
and Dave squeezed his eyes shut, grunting as he did. 


"You want this," he hissed. "You want it good and hard, don't you?" 


He heard Taylor whine around the gag, the bed creaking as the drummer desperately tried to move. Smirking, 


Dave pulled back and pushed himself in deeper. He refused to open his eyes and look at Taylor. Refused to give 


the other man the satisfaction of that connection. 


"You deserve this," he continued, his voice halting and low. "For being so prissy. But maybe you did it 
deliberately ‘cause you knew you'd get a good pounding out of it. That how it goes, huh, Taylor? Act all sullen 
and angry so you'll get a big, fat dick in you?" 


Another muffled whine reached his ears and Dave's smirk widened. Cracking an eye open, he looked down at the 
drummer, taking in his sleek, contorted body. His hard cock bounced against his stomach. Reaching out, Dave 
ran his fingers along Taylor's length, marvelling at its shape and girth. His fingers picked out the veins and 
ridges, the flesh twitching beneath his touch. Taylor's face crumpled, his brow furrowed as Dave gently played 
with him. 


"Wanna come?" he purred. "Wanna shoot your load all over us?" 
The drummer nodded. Dave stilled and leaned down to press a kiss to Taylor's breastbone. 


"Tough," he murmured. "That's a privilege you haven't earned yet. You can have it when you've started 


behaving a little better." 


There was never a time when being with Taylor had felt like a chore. No matter what was happening in their 
lives, the drummer made Dave feel good. Dave's eyes fell shut once more and he began to pound into the 

younger man. Beneath them, the bed squeaked and the headboard began to tap against the wall. Not that he 
cared. He never cared about such things instead wanting the whole world to know that he was having a good 


time. 


Taylor's ass was tight and warm, pushing Dave ever closer to the edge. The months of waiting only heightened 
the sensation and his orgasm began to tingle through him. It wound around the base of his back and settled in 
his groin Dave grunted and groaned, his head resting against Taylor's chest as sweat made his clothes damp. 


Through the haze of pleasure he heard someone knock at the door. 
"Fuck of fl" he howled. 

Gus's voice drifted through the wood. "Get some rest, Dave!" 

"Fuck of fl" 


Nothing was going to stop him as his peak rolled ever closer. Dave was lost to everything other than his dick 
and the warm haze that had settled over his brain Not even the pain that flared through his right leq would 
stop him, his hip threatening to seize up at any moment. His groans changed to a hiss and, wrapping a hand 
around the creaking headboard, he plunged deeper into the drummer. The tiny sounds Taylor made, coupled 
with the way his bound body was reacting only drove Dave to keep going. With a final roar, he came, his body 
trembling as he filled the younger man. Heat rushed over him and the darkness behind his closed eyes burst 


with a million tiny explosions. 
Panting, he slowly slid from Taylor, his body weak as he collapsed to the bed 
"Fuck. That felt so good. So fuckin’ good." 


it took Dave several moments before he was able to collect himself. Rolling on to his side, he gave Taylor's still 


hard cock a kiss before untying in legs. 
"Gonna leave your hands tied for a moment longer. Just to make sure you don't jerk off. Maybe tomorrow you 
can. Maybe next week But you're not coming until | say you can" Smiling, he leaned over his drummer and 


gave his cheek a kiss. "Doesn't mean | don't love you. Means | want you to feel what I've just felt" 


Lying with his head on Taylor's shoulder, he watched as the other man's erection deflated Dave carefully undid 


the gag before releasing the drummer's arms, hugging him close as Taylor whimpered and curled himself close. 


"You're a good boy," he murmured. "A very good boy. And soon you'll get your turn | promise." 


